NO     MORE     PEACE

(SOCRATES arrives, rather breathless.)

Ah, how-do-you-do, Socrates ? So good of you
to come.

SOCRATES. Not at all, but I wish the lifts didn't
go so fast. I feel that I'm only half here.

ST. FRANCIS.   You know Napoleon.

SOCRATES. Certainly, certainly. How-do-you-
do ?

ST. FRANCIS. We asked you to come and get us
out of a little trouble that we've got ourselves into.
(Taking him to the edge.) You see this little place
down here. Dunkelsteiri it's called . . .

SOCRATES.   Dunkelstein, yes . . .

ST. FRANCIS. Well, you see, Napoleon, by way
of a joke . . .

NAPOLEON. Nonsense. I did it quite deliber-
ately.

ST. FRANCIS. Well, never mind, anyhow it's
done. Napoleon sent a telegram, you see, to
say there was a war, and so, you see, there is
one.

SOCRATES.   Ah, cause and effect.

NAPOLEON.   And a very nice one, too.

SOCRATES. Yes, I see. They're shooting each
other.

NAPOLEON.   Freely and indiscriminately.

ST. FRANCIS. And our idea was that you should
go down and reason with them.

NAPOLEON.   Which won't do much good.

ST. FRANCIS.   But might stop the bloodshed.
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